ROBESPIERRE
king resting on a table like any ordinary mortal/' said
a deputy, and an opening was made. Saint-Just looked
at his friend. His eyes alone, which were red and
swollen, betrayed his emotion. He did not utter a word.
Payan, as young as he, smiled a bitter little smile. This
was their leader. Their cause—so nearly victorious—
was lost, for a hundred years or more. . . .
As blood kept dripping from Robespierre's wound,
somebody handed him a soft leather pistol holster.
Now and then he applied it to his cheek, trying to
staunch the flow. It was soon saturated, and a clerk
took it and gave him some sheets of white paper instead.
It was then noticed that the holster bore the following
inscription:
"At the Great Monarch, Lecourt, Furnisher to the
King and his Armies, Rue Saint-Honore, near that of
Poulies, in Paris."
This accorded too well with Vadier's story of the
royal seal, and with the gibes, to permit us to think that
he who handed him the holster was actuated by charity.
Finally, daylight came, and with it Elie Lacoste, of
the Committee of General Security, accompanied by a
health officer and a military surgeon. "Bandage him
well", said Lacoste, "so he will be in condition to
undergo his punishment". The surgeon raised the
wounded man to a sitting posture, washed the gore
from his face, put some lint into his mouth to absorb
the blood, removed broken teeth and splintered bone,
and dressed the wound. During the operation, which
was exceedingly painful, not a moan escaped the
prisoner, but he kept his eyes fixed upon the two men
with burning intensity. In their report they state that
"the monster" was "apparently tranquil". As they tied
a wide bandage about his head, the gibes began again:
"They are putting on His Majesty's diadem"
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